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pound, and industrial centres were terrorised by Chartism, were a
nightmare recollection of the elderly from their childhood.
Except for a twopenny war or two on the Empire's far-off frontiers
affecting nobody save the wives and mothers of professional
soldiers, whose job was the winning of honour and glory, un-
broken peace had reigned for thirty years since the Indian Mutiny.
Through thirty years the new middle-class had pleasured in the
feather-bed of prosperity. When Palmerston, the last of England's
aristocratic rulers, died in 1865, the middle-class acquired the
reins of government; henceforth the suggestion of the existence
of a governing class was an indiscretion to be deprecated as an
aspersion upon a benevolent democracy, in which Tom was as
good as Dick, and if neither was as good as Harry, nobody must
say so.

This artificial attitude was the naive device of the Victorian
parvenu to impose his authority upon the working-class as a
substitute for the old system of tradition. Formerly you were
either born in the purple or you were not; the gentle-born
expected and received allegiance as a matter of course, in return
for which they cared for their workpeople as dependents to whom
they owed a trust, while the working folk gave service and
fidelity as their fathers had given it before them. But the Napol-
eonic wars and the lean years which followed reduced the landed
gentry to penury, while the innovation of machinery deprived
the landworkers in the villages of their secondary livelihood.
The new generation of the labouring class found itself robbed
of its birthright; the owners of the land on which they were
born could not afford to employ them and there was no market
for the products of the handicrafts practised by their parents.
Gradually they were driven to seek a living in the growing
industrial centres, where they found in the self-made masters of
industry a type of employer utterly unlike their former landlords.

The early factory-owners made their fortunes from sweated
labour. They were ruthless pioneers, who had raised themselves
from the bottom by hard work, shrewd bargaining, and personal
sacrifice, which left them callous megalomaniacs in pursuit of
their ambition. Treated like galley-slaves, the factory-workers
rubbed the salt of resentment into the wounds of their grievances;